When I was single-digit - what would have been kindergarten age had I attended - I stayed up all night to watch marathon horror movies several days in a row. 



To assist me was instant coffee prepared in a tall plastic tumbler with tap water, powdered creamer, liquid saccharin sweetener. After stirring add ice. Repeat. The faux lactose only partially dissolves in room temperature aqua, so a layer of contrasting globules with curiously dry centers floats among the icebergs. They provide the same function here as miniature marshmallows that never fully reconstitute in your instant hot cocoa. Even at that age I had heard of the reported effects of saccharin, and I cheerfully called the Pillsbury product Sweet 10 'liquid cancer' in my head when I depressed the rubber nipple on top of the bottle to dispense.  This is what my mother solely drank except the odd occasion when she got her hands on Diet Tab. Legend has it, she gave me this concoction in my baby bottle. By default, it was also what I usually drank, though plain water was also not uncommon. Folger's red label or, if the commissary on base was out, Taster's Choice. Strolling the aisles at the grocer, I have noted that red is still the color of caffeine, with green signaling the decaffeinating rinse. At eight I would drop the extra ingredients in favor of straight black iced instant java. 



In the early to mid-eighties, a boon of practical effects splattered their way daily through the channels of basic cable, which actually had a remote control measuring about the same size as your new phone and a flat, gray wire attached to it and the box collecting dust statically below the Sony Trinitron color television. I mention color because the much smaller and older Zenith that I played my first-run action set 8-bit Nintendo was greyscale. Horror books from the library and movies were very much a passion as soon as memories began to be recallable. Before my age hit double digits, I had consumed every novel and collection of stories to date authored by Stephen King. Even back then that was quite a lot. The newly published restored version of The Stand took me most of a summer to finish and was thicker than the paperback dictionary that was beside it on the shelf. 



So. About 70 hours into my ketchup and latex binge, I'm lying in bed and hallucinating from sleep deprivation. There was a framed but glassless picture of Jesus knocking on a wooden door that had become a window to an animated nearby dimension. No one ever answered, but he never stopped. It was about to storm in his tobacco-stained universe - the wind kept whipping at his bathrobe to the point that he had to hold it closed. Flying kites is less entertaining while sporting sandals with straps on the heels. 



In the middle of the dark, earth-colored carpet a slit had been cut from below by the point lead of a squad of waxy, melted, faceless humanoids measuring three to four inches tall. After the first made it up and through to rented bedroom level it helped eight to ten more, grabbing their outstretched rudimentary hands. The group milled cautiously, scanning the horizon on all sides. They didn't have facial features, but a flat side to the head protrusion was clearly where they would have been had they not been left on a dashboard next to a cassette tape. Unfortunately for them, egress to this world was strategically unfavorable, being as it was in the middle of a flat expanse that offered no cover to hide behind or blend in with. Much arm movements and nodding inspired a unanimous decision to run in a single file line through the open doorway and down the hall out of view. 



My bronzed baby shoes had anthropomorphized faces strikingly similar to the popular depiction of smiling and frowning theater masks. The toe sections where top met sole served as mouths, silently lip-syncing intense conversation. The ends of the laces formed thick, Jim Henson puppet eyebrows. The one on the right from my perspective had an urgent grievance to share, even if the target of its complaints wasn't paying attention. I got the impression that if my old shoes had limbs, violence of the Three Stooges variety would have been employed to focus the attention of its companion. Ironically, they were shoes but couldn't move from the plastic pedestal they were glued upon. 



I have related this memory more than once. The most common immediate question of my audience? The topic of my former footwear's rant. Alas, my hallucinations were not auditory, though I strongly suspect it wouldn't have made a difference. I don't speak shoe. Haven't even watched slasher movies in shoe with subtitles. 